ao8	vou can't be too careful
** Who's gone ? " asked Edward Albert, though he knew
the answer.
" Mes Tewler, Sir.    She packed up everything she had
and she's gone off in a taxi-cab/'
" Where ? " he asked, still outwardly calm.
" I tried to listen to the. address she gave, but she saw that
and she told the cabman just to drive into Gower Street
first. . . ."    The girl's face was bright with detective enthu-
siasm.    The common human impulse to condemn and mob
and pelt and pursue was all awake in her.
" Did you take the number of the taxi ? "
" I didn't think of that until it was too late, Sir."
Mr Tewler sought Mrs Butter.    " Why did you let that
woman go ? " he demanded.
" You mean your wife, Sir.    I'm not her keeper, Sir."
" Well, she's gone.    She shall never darken these doors
again.    Did she say where she'd gone ? "
" She left thi$ address.    But she said she won't be there.
It's just for sending on. . . ."
Mr Tewler went to his wife's room and regarded the ran-
sacked wardrobe, the empty toilet table and the chest of
drawers with all the drawers pulled out, in profound silence.
Tissue paper was scattered on the floor. He thought she
might have left a letter for him, but there was no letter.
There ought to have been a letter. Still silent, he went to
look at his son. Then he remarked : " Better've somethin*
to eat, I suppose." He was treating the inevitable as though it
were the unexpected. After lunch he sat in a sort of coma in the
drawing-room for a long time. Tea brightened him. " Got to
do something about it," he said. " What've I got to do about
it ? It'll be a divorce right enough. . . . On the streets."
He had contemplated rows, accusations, recriminations,
repentances, adulteries discovered, flights^ pursuits, divorces,
but he had not contemplated Evangeline vanishing quietly
into nothingness. He did not want to betray his extreme
bewilderment,
He decided to go round to the Chasers and cast his per*
plexities on Pip.

